The Story of the Winged-S
blue sky disappeared, dark quickly surrounded us.
We entered the clouds at slightly below 5,000 feet.
As the plane came down gradually, it grew more and
more dark. It was not raining and reasonably smooth,
but we got the impression of flying in a dense fog,
Gradually descending we were still in that fog while
the altimeter showed less than 2,000 feet. During the
next couple of minutes we began to feel uneasy.
Finally, at about 900 feet, the plane suddenly emerged
from the clouds. Directly ahead and below we saw
the golden domes of the Lavra Cathedral of Kiev, while
to the left 1 recognized the well-known chain bridge
across the Dnieper.
A quick turn, another few minutes of flight over
the familiar suburbs of my home town and we were
landing on the Kourenev Airport, the same one on
which three years earlier I had made my first flight.
Very few people had come to the field because our
plane was not expected on that rainy morning. The
Secretary of the Aeronautical Society of Kiev, however,
was there. The first thing he said after congratulating
us was to inform us that the Archduke Franz Ferdi-
nand of Austria had been murdered in Serajevo.
While not foreseeing the enormous historical con-
sequences, we all somehow realized the seriousness of
the event.
Kiev gave us a great and friendly welcome. For
several days, crowds of people visited the airport and
looked over the "Ilia Motirometz.1' Several flights
were made carrying friends, city officials and others.
My father was not very strong at that time and he
usually stayed at home. A few days later, however, we
procored a large dosed our and drove him to the air-